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Further than thought can reach 

The ABSOLUTE, found in the writings of 
many philosophers, is the name for whatever is 
considered to be the ultimate ground of all 
reality. 

It is impossible to arrive at a clear understand- 
ing of the meaning of the term - not because 
there is something peculiarly baffling or elusive 
about the Absolute, but simply because no two 
philosophers have meant the same thing by it. This 
is not as strange as it may seem at first sight, since 
it is the function of the idea of the Absolute to 
stand in contrast to, and be somehow the explana- 
tion of, the relative, the dependent, the temporal, 
the changing - whatever, in fact, is thought or felt 
to be in need of further and deeper explanation. 
The term is often used as a synonym for God, 
since one of the functions of the idea of God (q.v.) 
is to explain the otherwise apparently inexplic- 
able - for example, the fact that the world exists 
at all. 

A.N. Whitehead writes: 'What are enduring 
things, as distinguished from 'appearances' such 
as colour and shape? How are they possible? 
What is their status and meaning in the universe? 
It comes to this: What is the status of the endur- 
ing stability of the order of nature? There is the 
summary answer, which refers nature to some 
greater reality standing behind it. This reality 
occurs in the history of thought under many 
names: The Absolute, Brahma, The Order of 
Heaven, God.' {Science and the Modern World.) 

The exploration of this reality has been the self- 
appointed task of both mystics and philosophers, 
the former claiming to speak of the nature of the 



Absolute from direct personal experience. 'This 
overcoming of all the usual barriers between the 
individual and the Absolute', writes William 
James in Varieties of Religious Experience (1902), 
'is the great mystic achievement. In mystic 
states we become one with the Absolute and we 
become aware of our oneness. This is the ever- 
lasting and triumphant mystical tradition, hardly 
altered by differences of clime or creed. In Hindu- 
ism, in Neoplatonism, in Sufism, in Christian 
mysticism, in Whitmanism, we find the same re- 
curring note, so that there is about mystical utter- 
ances an eternal unanimity which ought to make 
a critic stop and think ...' 

Here the identification of the Absolute with the 
Divine is complete. However, the writings of the 
mystics are often, as James remarks, 'little more 
than musical compositions' : and that branch of 
philosophy which is properly called Metaphysics 
consists in the use of reason to arrive at conclu- 
sions concerning ultimate reality - in other words, 
by thinking out in detail the problems raised by 
what to many philosophers has seemed the frag- 
mentary and unsatisfactory nature of our ex- 
perience. 

The metaphysicians thus differ from the mystics 
in their methods; but their motives, as Bertrand 
Russell points out, have often been the same: 
'Parmenides is the source of a peculiarly inter- 
esting strain of mysticism which pervades Plato's 
thoughts -the mysticism which may be called 
"logical" because it is embodied in theories on 
logic. This form of mysticism, which appears, so 
far as the West is concerned, to have originated 
with Parmenides, dominates the reasonings of all 
the great mystical metaphysicians from his day to 
that of Hegel and his modern disciples.' 

It is the mystical strain in this class of philo- 
sophers which accounts for their preoccupation 
with the illusory nature of what for them are 'ap- 
pearances', with the unreality of time and with 
the twin 'illusions' of plurality and of evil. These 
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"A short introduction to our major themes and characters" 



16. _ _____ _ , v _ 

Birdman had to sneak on in secret and I should have known it then, before the Erksay ever fell, white tin 
box of the sea. Receptacle born for (and from) novelty antiques, its scales painted red and gold with some 
art nouveau that never was - a children's bow, a blow made only milder by the fact and force ofits 
impotence. A crash without consequence. A pocket collapse. A boy on the cusp of a north sea tooth. Calcic 
and conquered. Bound then and now. Tied to that weighty rock of circumstance that we, in poor moments, 
in lacquer and string, declare: vitja Heima. Call home. 



17. 

A small word on retrospect: had I known it then, whilst still aboard the (perpetually sinking/unfortunately 
sonified/relatively defendable) Calonary - among only the seasick, the mothers and the doctors and the 
lame - 1 suppose I could have jumped in the sea right there and swam furiously away from this all. By that 
logic, I suppose I still could. 

69000000000000000. 

While we obsess over the detail, spend these early hours on the insignificance of character so as to foster "as 
yet uncharted suspense for some later taleic moment, I should mention that, as a youth, I had a brief 
flirtation with comedy footwear - outlandish colours, cut from the leathered pages of a tube map,' 
peppered with the logos of indefatigable cartoon heroes - the shoes that toddlers don, but with irony. 

11. 

The Calonary then. Back here already. That single post-Hebridian ferry, name and route, the only ship to 
sail weekly out into the abyss that isn't quite Scotland and isn't quite Faroe, that isn't, in honesty, quite 
anywhere. That a certain importance (read: impotence) may have been thrust upon that ship now I readily ~ 
admit - the child of consequence gleans its glamour-less parts as if they were his own - but even so, it was 

never-j-ust any ferry, k was- innocence afloat. It was self-service bar and sheep-shaped key-chaim: k was - 

homemade sea-sick sweets decorating the entirety of the sole food dispenser. That red plastic seat and stern, 
with its impromptu ejaculations of dismal, majestic, pointless froth, its little slip ups of salt and danger. That 
white tin box of the sea, all hum and creak. 

And this is where it all began. Gruff, stubbled, jabbing Birdman. Intense, driven, slightly unhinged Birdman- 
and me - timid, far from home, tired, a litde drunk. Not an easy conversation, surely - the questions and 

* stories-of strangers with nothing discernible-in common save distance, humanity, confined space. But a 

conversation still. 



15. 

We are running out of water. The journey is spent, and-in its stead now only the purpose remains. No loose 
ends. No stragglers or stowaways or men of dubious intent. No bit parts. The ticketeer turns my crumpled 
stub over in his hands,. then proceeds to stab forcibly at the name printed upon the ticket,. as if fake, as if the 
letters might fall off the page if pushed hard enough. When physics fails him, he resorts to a scowl, 
thrusting. back my papers with obvious disappointment. And then he turned to Birdman for his - but ...... 

Birdman isn t supposed to be here, and we all know it. A sentence then, spoken in such a manner as to 
sway our minds, mine and the ticketeers, into momentarily believing .the improbable, nnd it nearly works - . 

I must have left it in my luggage. Hold on a tick 
Birdman rises slowly from his red plastic chair. He draws breath, as if in preparation for the journey to his . 
luggage and back again, then turns and yells instead - At least when we die alone we shall finally get 

jpme peace! ... . „ . „ _ . ,-„ s L... 

I have but a handful of seconds to ponder. Even as I begin to turn the first few syllables over in my mind, 
Birdman waves nonchalandy at the ticketeer, heads out. onto the deck, lifts from it a weathered pack, and * 
then with a flash of smile, jumps headlong into the freezing water. 



13. 

The sea-sick sweets in the vending machines aboard the Calonary are lemon coloured, and have faux-lemon 
texture indented upon their oval faces, but the do not taste of lemon. They taste merely of yellow. 



If you go out for a stroll on a weekday you might come to the 
conclusion that nothing has changed: the tr af f ic - onMH^^-^treetrs- i~s~-^ — - 
more or less the same, people holding shopping bags are looking at 
shxrp~"windows as usual, "and more or less the same number of people" ~ 
are drinking their coffee in the sunshine. But if you take a closer 
look you might: notice tMt discussions among people mostly revolve - 
around what is going to happen next. If you take a closer look at 
the prices - in a supermarket, let's say — you might notice that 
they have increased since the last time you looked . Then you look , 
around you and see that other peoples' faces tell you that what you 

were thinki ng is y c or r.ect . Some of them might also tel] you that., the, 

worst is still ahead, that this is nothing compared to what will 
follow. This is . the . prevailing sense that flows around us: confusion 
and gloom. Everyone is blaming everyone for the situation we are in. 
It's the ^po l-i t-i c-ian s ' fault , -f the state is to bla rn e y 



it's the European Union, the 
Monetary- Fund ,- the Germans , 
servants — or it's those 
and those who don't , we j 
they are to blame... For the 
TeeTs ~T*i"ke we are moving 
believe that the 
people are strugglin 
uncertainty. Am i<4 
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declared a general strike to 
This meant that almost everyone 
that day and many of us were out on the 
first sign that there really were a lot 
find my friends or acquaintances, although 
meet at a particular place. (Later, the 
about 2 00,000 participants, an unusual 
At some point we finally met up, but all 
groups of people merging with each other and 
with a different slogan. In the meantime, I had bumped into people I 
hadn't seen for ages — people I wouldn't expect to see at a 
demonstration of any kind. 
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Do it in style with a pair of rad- proof pants from 
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of post-appocalyptic bathing suits and arm-bands 
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Phone 0800-723723 now to order 
your pair, or simply pop in to 
one of our stores - if you can 
make it past all the 
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(as a metaphor for the Other) 
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T60i-OvelHg&feature=youtu.be 
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The brambles that surround my hive, keeping the children who run free on these Hampstead allotments. 

~s'Sfe~"from " accidental '~b"rushe"s " with my slightly grumpy bees are overgrown and dense . I' ve~ left my J 
shears at home so I spend some time trampling them down as I look for activity at the entrance to the 
hive or in the flight path over my head. It's all a bit quiet. Two workers swirng^' ttreir way" in; Ta~deTi * 
down with dark orange pollen on their legs, as I watch. Thorns scratch across my arms. I should keep 
my eyes on what I'm doing. Once I'm safe inside my tunic and veil and my smoker is lit I app ro ach t he" ' - ' 
hive and give it a sharp tap with my hive tool. A healthy hive would answer with a welcoming buzz 

. and, while. it'.s not ..silent, the response is quiet and lacklustre.. A few - puffs— of - - smoke -in— the — 

entrance and off comes the roof, followed by one of the super boxes that sit on top of the hive. 

They're intended as a place, .for bees to store . honey, but this one contains, an empty feeder, bucket. . 

There's more activity than I had initially feared when I get down to the main brood box, with six 
large frames of bees busy with activity. They're not entirely happy though, _ flying up to meet .me .ajxcL . 
lazily bouncing off my veil as they try to scare me away. It's been an awful year for bees. The 
unending torrential rain and low temperatures have meant long periods when t hey're, confined to their 
hives, u n able to" go out "and take advantage of the abundant growth all around them. Every beekeeper I' 
ve spoken to has had a story of low stores and eagerness to swarm. This colony swarmed nearly two 
weeks ago. Now they 're queen! ess and they 'don't like it at all. As I take each frame out and look for 
signs of a successor to the throne the pitch of their buzzing rises slightly so they're whining 
rather than the contented peaceful rustling they'd make if all was well. Once ah old queen has 
decided to go and flown off, taking half of the workers with her, there's little to be done other 
than -care-far the remainder and either artificially introduce a new queen or hope the colony rars~e3 ' ~ 
its own replacement. It's a bit late in the season to force a new queen on them so I'm inspecting 
them in the hope of finding a queen cell, and in the middle of the- active frames, that's exactly what 
I find. There are plenty of old, empty queen cells - peanut shell-like protuberances dangling down 

from the comb, much larger than the usual cells that the workers develop in - left over from tbe > . 

swarming process, but only one that is still sealed. The workers seem to be pinning all of their 
hopes on this single chance for. survival, so I carefully put the .frame back .in the hive and. breathe a 
guarded, qualified sigh of relief. It's very late. There is still a reasonable number of bees and the 

queen, _ if_ she' s going ; to hatch at all, will hatch in the nexj^ougle . of ... ctay s.*. She_theji_^ v s Jtp ..mate . 

and there aren't as many drones around at this time of year as I'd like. If she's successful she'll 
start laying eggs about a week later. That means there won't be any new bees until well into August, 
leaving very little time to build up a sufficient population to get through winter. I'll have to keep 
feeding them as the nectar from flowers is beginning to dry up. It's not great, but it's what they 
have; I refill their feeding bucket with sugar syrup so they won't starve if the rain comes back, and 
put the roof back on with my fingers crossed for luck. 

1 know thismail will come to you as a surprise since we haven't known or come across each other before considering the fact that I 
sourced your E-mail through the Internet profile search of trusted person who can assist me. 

I am Alice Warlord Ibrahim Coulibaly, 24 years old femafe from Ivory Coast in West Africa, the Daughter of Late Chief Sergeant, 
warlord Ibrahim Coulibaly . My late father was an Ivory Coast's best-known militia leaders. He died on the Thursday 28 April 2011 
following a fight with the FRO," Republican Forces of Ivory Coast. I am constrained to contact you because of the maltreatment which 
I am receiving from my step mother. She planned to take away all my late father's treasury and properties from me since the 
unexpected death of my beloved Father. Meanwhile I wanted to travel to Asia, but she hides away my international passport and 
other valuable documents. Luckily she did not discover where I kept my father's File which contained important documents. Now I am 
presently staying in the Mission in Burkina Faso. I am seeking for long term relationship and investment assistance. My father of 
blessed memory deposited the sum of US$ 9.7 Million in one bank in Burkina Faso with my name as the next of kin. I had contacted^., 
the Bank to clear the deposit but the Branch Manager told me that being a refugee, my status according to the local law does not 
authorize me to carry out the operation. However, he advised me to provide a trustee who will stand on my behalf. I had wanted to 
inform my stepmother about this deposit but I am afraid that she will not offer me anything after the release of the money. Therefore, 
I decide to seek for your help in transferring the money into your bank account whiJe I will relocate to your country and settle down 
with you. As you indicated your interest to help me I will give you the account number and the contact of the bank where my late 
beloved father deposited the money with my name as the next of kin. It is my intention to compensate you with 30% of the total 
money for your assistance and the balance shall be my investment in any profitable venture which you will recommend to me as have 
no-any idea about foreign investment. Please all communications should be through this email address only for confktentiahpufposes. 
Thanking you a lot in anticipation of your quick response. Almighty GOD will bless you as you are going to help me to have my 
freedom back. I will give you details in my next mail after receiving your acceptance mail to help me. 

Yours Sincerely, 
Alice Warlord Ibrahim. 



PLATO WAS WRONG. THERE IS NO PRIVILEGED ACCESS 
TO THE TRUTH. NO INDIVIDUAL SITS CLOSER TO THE 
STARS. EVERY SOUNDING DEFINED BY ITS RELATIONSHIP 
TO EVERY OTHER, ALL IS PROXIMITY, MORTALITY, SENSE 
NOT IN THE APPLIED SYSTEMS OF SIGNIFICATIONS BUT 
IN THE "FRATERNITY OF THE HUMAN GENRE". ETERNAL 

COMPLICATIONS BORN OF THIS MULTITUDE OF SELF 
SALVED BY THE STRUCTURES OF CREATION THAT ONLY 
APPEAR EXTERNAL IN NATURE - EXPRESSION 
MANIFESTING IN ARTISTIC FORM A PART OF THE 
ONTOLOGICAL WEB ITSELF. SIGNIFICANCE DIVORCED 
FROM THE TRINITY OF SEMIOTICS AND CAST OUT AS 

THE SENSORY ORGAN THROUGH WHICH WE 
COMPREHEND BEING, THE TOTALITY OF EXPERIENCE 
THAT RESIDES BEFORE MEANING, BOTH INSIDE AND 
OUT, WOVEN INTO THE SELF AND INTO THE WORLD. 
EXPERIENCE THAT COLOURS THE EXTERNAL, GIVES IT 

LIFE, BRINGS IT IN TO AND SPREADS BEYOND THE 
INDIVIDUAL, SULLIED FOREVER WITH THE ESSENCE OF 
THE OTHER NOW HIS OWN. SAMENESS AND DIFFERENCE 

LOST TO THE EQUALITY THAT FRAMES THEM, THE 
MONOLITHIC I THAT REFERENCES NOT NATIVISM BUT 
THE TEMPLE RAISED IN UNISON WITH THE FOREIGN 
FOR WHICH IT WAS CONSTRUCTED. RESPONSIBILITY 
WITHOUT CHOICE, PRE-CHOICE, INHERENT IN BEING - 
AN AFFINITY FOR AND WITH BEAM AND BANNISTER, A 
JOURNEY FROM THE I TO THE THOU AND BACK AGAIN, 
AND TRUTH NOT IN THE PEDESTAL OR SUBJECTIVITY 
OF HEIGHT, NOT IN THE GRATITUDE NOR MISALIGNED 
THRUSTS OF VALUE AND WORTH, NOT IN THE KNOWN 
NOR THE UNKNOWN, BUT AS SENSE IN THE 
MULTIPLICITY OF BEING, THE TOTALITY OF 
INTERCONNECTIVITY, NOT A BRICK IN THE WALL OF 

SOME DISTANT STRUCTURE BUT CONVERSELY 
STRUCTURE ITSELF, AT ONCE BOTH HUMBLED PART 

AND TEMPLE TOO. 
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Economic Downturn 
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Sense of Impending Doom 



— 



Imagination seems like a prosthesis affixed to the real so as to produce 
more intercourse between interlocutors.; So the goal of art is to reduce 

the mechanical share in us. lis aim is to destroy any a priori 
agreement about what is perceived. Similarly, meaning arid sense are 
the outcome of an interaction between artist and beholder, and not ah ' 
authoritarian fact. In! modern art, I must, as beholder, make an effort 
— ia produce sense out of objects that are ever lighter, ever more 
impalpable and ever pore volatile. Where the decorum of the picture 
used to offer a frame and a format, we must now be content with bits 



and pieces. Feeling nothing means not trying hard enough. 



Meolas Bourriaud, 



http.: //soundcloud . com/ danielalexanderhignell/ drone-number- 1 
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Is knitting good for you 

why do vou knit? You want a new jersey? It** 
economical ? Yes, but most of us knitters AAr knitting too. 
The easy . regular movement n voothing and restful-pros ided 
we have the right materiarvThals whyso many pri/c-uinners 
use Aero— the smooth grey needles, with 
long rounded points that won't split or soil 
even the lightest wool. Try Aero knitting 
needles yourself, and see what smooth pro- 
results you get. 



1 



ii LOOK FOR 

OS THE K\OB 



C'R(X"HET n mote rev 
an Aero croc bet hook. It"% dim and UtJil to 
bold with • -pointed h«o4 to pkfc up 
it.rr.id cMily. Wide range of wm. 




AERO 



Abel Morrall Ltd. RedJmh. maker* of ihe famou* Aero Kmitint Seedlet and Crochet Hook* 



Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 

A F# Bb A 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Measles 
A houseboat 
A F# Bb A 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
Every little thing is going 
The recession 
Coffee 
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Call plumber 
A F# Bb A 

Every little thing is going to be alright 
Every little thing is going to be alright 
A F# Bb A 



Every little thing is going to be alright 
Every little thing is going to be alright 
Every little thing is going to be alright 



14, , ; . „____ 

Birds would come, and ornithologists would follow - In journals and magazines young hopefuls would have their pictures printed 
holding up rare fowl by the neck and smiling broadly at the obscurity of their catch, examining curious plumage's and dips and spikes in 
averages year on year, provide context and character to 500 word articles and snapshots in the national geographic that served proof of a 
successful season under the caption "Constancy Blooms. That North sea tooth. The last island on earth. A distinct ornithological flyway, . 
threefold". And their mothers, like our mothers, would be very proud and tell the neighbours all about it. 

50000000000000000000Gtr~ — ™ 

But what of Birdman's mother's neighbours? Over what shall they swoon? Life has conspired against them. They will never see that 
single antiquated shot, taken with too little light, the poorly rendered polaroid of Birdman and the Canadian RMWing. Fat, stained ' 
fingers curled round peach stick feet, Unflattering ginger bald spot positioned as if someone had left a stove on his noggin, podgy sun- 
burnt face cut with a grotesque sneer-come-snarl, a born divorcee mocking the poor things comparative dwarfism, goading it to ^row, to- 
fight back - and I suppose, in a way, it did. Long before the sun went out, long before the witch-trials, long before I found Birdman 
hanging from, that tree, the birds, the bees and all assorted arrangements of little Icaruses had already fled - they got out far sooner and — 
far cleaner, than Birdman or I ever did. 

60000000000000000000000. 

The resulting image was both blurred and red-eyed - if I had known what the future held I'd like to think I may have made more of an 
effort. It was, as it turned out, an object of some significance, as far as photos go; the last of Birdman, the last of the Canadian redwing, 
the last photo full stop. The end of a science on a dated land camera. A stern letter to the editor. There are no more Journals and 
magazines left to print it, but I put it in a bottle and sent it out to sea just in case - a message of madness and hope. 

(For two generations of women in the same family) 

When a bee lies sleepin' In the palm of your hand 
You' re "bewitched and deep in love's Long looked after love 
Where you' 11 see a sun up sky With the morning dew 
And where the days go laughin' by As love comes availing on you 
Sleep on bee don' t waken Can' t believe what just passed 
He's mine for the takin' I am happy at last 
Maybe I dreams, but he seems Sweet golden as a crown 

...A sjeepin' .bee ..done, told me I will walk with my feet..x>f£^t,he ground.. — *■„..,, ■ — . — 

When my one true love I has found 
, ^eep on bee don' tjvaken Can not bel j eve what just passed . 
He' s mine for the takin' I am happy at last 
Maybe I dreams but he seems Golden as a crown 
A sleepin' bee just told me I will walk with my feet off the ground 
When my one true love I has found 

Nearly two hours passed after the time to assemble and, with the centre of Athens packed, 
we werg. _aJLL~,e^9£ r 1 y . waiting for the demonstration to start. I think that _ . many._oiL.. .us^„.. 
talking together in small groups, were trying to guess how the situation would develop. The 
ambience was enigmatically tense. Despite walking up and down the sidewalk, back and forth, 
we~had -no- clear- idea where the head of the demonstration was, and where was' its tail. But 
eventually we all started walking, heading for the parliament building at Syntagma Square. 

.Somehow.,, the crowd was enthusiastic . .and.... petulant . at the same time. Some, people w.exe. 

shouting slogans, others were walking quietly and looking around them. Many were holding 
hands and forming human chains. Some women had even brought saucepans and they were hitting 
them with scoops which was something new for a demonstration in Greece. At times the 
slogans grew louder and more intense. No one was simply watching the demonstration passing 
by ..without becoming . a_ part, of it, as often happens. I .sensed that many of us had ..a mixed, 
feeling of joy and subtle unease. In the beginning the riot police were taking a low-key 
approach. Whenever they made an appearance they were somehow pushed back by the protesters. 
Surprisingly, most people remained calm when 'things' began to get bumpy, despite sporadic" 
tear gas and flash grenades. But as the demonstration drew closer to Syntagma Square things 
changed dramatically. Some protesters, .tried to invade the parliament building but- were 
pushed back, and that was when the police started making their move. They filled the square 
with tear gas and started throwing flash grenades into the crowd, coming down on everyone 
they could find. 

The strange thing is that the people were standing up to the police. Eventually, some 
became ..furious , and then, . in a ..matt.er._of... minutes, the situation seemed to explode. Ordinary 
people, from young students to their teachers, from middle-age employees to retired men and 
women, from radical anarchists to people of no fixed political position, were throwing 
stones at the" police and cursing the politicians. The main "slogan shifted from, "'"We haven't 
stolen anything. We won't pay for anything" to "Burn the parliament!" (The translation 
doesn't fully express the highly offensive tone of that slogan in Greek. ) The - clashes - with 
the police were hard and lasted for more than three hours. On that day several department 
stores had their windows smashed. Some banks and many government buildings, including the 
Athens Prefecture and a branch of the economics and finance ministry, were attacked and 
nearly burnt to the ground. 



"The north sea tooth" 



900000000000000000000000000 

The rattling was distance but drawing close, a measure tut-tut ascending some distant driveway, 
A creaking pulpit, a near mechanical cloud of lost words, a preachers call muffled by the 
machinations~ef~a megaphone, and drifting now, more buzz than blessing, across the buttoir of 
an island and off into the folds of the ocean, "...relatively... peaceful..." and then gone, gone as 
swiftly as it had come. I slept no more, but wrestled instead. 



21. 

It is difficult to proceed with any conviction. Salt is in the air and the sun has risen at an angle, 
closer to the ground and of longer shadow than any sun in the real world. A wind cast of the 
vehemence that comes with a hundred miles of sea in any given direction. lris~kll" weathered" ~ 
white and grey, rock and sea and scrub cast all in the same chalky light, a fine powder on 
everything, like the residue that rests on the surface of a newly painted room. It is the same 
tired beauty that lies on every isolated island, every beach head, every holiday cottage_on earth, 
yet more beautiful now, more beautiful because it is my beauty, and I it's witness, just as the 
witnesses- of other beauties Imow, in their heart of hearts, that no beauty lives better in any- — ~~ 
uncountable land far from that in which they sit, for that is their beauty as this is mine. 
What I could not glean of the landscape the night before, now stood naked before me; at its 
heart, a mountain, tipped with fog in recreation of a volcano; around its edge, a single road 
peppered with the handful of houses and businesses that formed the totality of human life. 
Littemd nvemnountain and road and sky alike, sheep and birds and wild horses, a thousand — 
eyes peeking through the scrub. A mammalic chorus tied sense to sense, a subtle clacking and 
chomp that served to highlight the absent brays of my kin, reduced now only to the distant 
wheeze of a motorcar circling the mountains hidden face. 



22. ' ; . , .. ; - . - : ... _ ■ . . . 

But it had not started out this way - that Constancy Blooms had been built upon the grave of 
another, older island, was in evidence everywhere, a barely present memory, slight but 
unavoidable, like old lint caught between the toes of the new. Obtuse steel structures masked 
concrete skeletons beneath - the belly of the jetty so corrupted with age that it could barely 
support the nautical palace placed on top; the single shack at its side, though bleached and 
disfigured, unable to hide its past existence as a tourist information office. 
The fallen village hall, a friend for the warmth of its security light the night before, a proud but. 
broken relic of some time long lost, some time when there had been both villagers and a 
genuine desire to congregate. No more. Like Sussex sisters seven signs now stood guarding the 
single path that extended from the water to the esplanade, seven palms each proffering a 
different variation of a similar rebuke - "Private", "residents only" and five more ways of saying 
"no". 

20. 

In a village this small the houses have names instead of numbers, unimaginately epiffeted after 
the christian of their owners. Mine is called simply "Gabel", and for some unbeknown reason 
a tiny portrait of a lamb chop has been painted over its mailbox. 



I kind of thought a car might come for me but it never did so after a couple of hours I walked 
back down to the ferry and hung around there. 



http://tinypic.eom/r/2v8is8y/6 
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'Traveling music, gentle, easy 



Let us not romanticize the British transport system. Let us not add undue poetry to those bitter pink and 
orange seats, the zealous wardens, the extensive and disproportional display of a classism all dead 
elsewhere, six business men sharing thirty-eight carriages, me and the poorest folk on earth all crushed 
up in the thirty-ninth, a prison on wheels, a stuttered problem of maths, distance over time. Fifteen 
cramped and uncomfortable hours, a pilgrimage painted only by intervals of terrible coffee and the 
increasing degradation of the landscape that is London, Reading, Manchester - a shit spell broken by 
the emergence of Scotland's proper hills and actual nature appearing only after an adventure so 
numbing one is no longer capable of appreciating such things. But we are not there yet. 

2. 

Brittle winter plume passes brittle winter plume. We inexcusably rush things. Dull splashes that rattle 
against the unwashed windows, the tip-ex ghost that no one had the decency to let live, a remnant of 
some passing sentiment cast from the fingers of my poor predecessor, lost to me now, so reaching out, 
one sense infiltrating another, all creeping into a smell, a ghastly sniff, a hundred sorry bodies united in 
ineria, the disgust of numbers, eyes buried in headrests and the occasional salve - horse, stream, 
unimpressive British castle - a gentle plea for sleep. A plea and a prayer at every stop - "at least I don't 
live here. . ." followed by the concurrent, "but who does live here. . ." and the very real fear of those new 
bodies that pile on through the creaking door; the bearded man with bike destined to encase you in 
stories from the planning commission, the Muslim and her seventeen young children and unnerving 
lack of eye contact, those tracksuit-wearing lacklustre sportsmen, drinking despite the earl of the hour, 
passing obscenities highlighted by an utter disregard for volume and context. The young couple clearly 
mid-argument, appalled by your presence in their unwieldy domestic and throwing you all the eyes the 
Muslim lacked. The Streisand look-a-like, just a touch too old. Buried in people. A sardine etcetera. 
And so wounded, sickened by company and by carriage, you recede into privacy - you've come 
equipped for this, your real journey - a passage decorated by head-phoned music - something dramatic 
and disorientating, the ring cycle, perhaps; an ill-chosen book upon Marxist interpretations of the 
economic crisis that is just slightly too dull to follow; the free paper with all of its hate; or worse, a 
recess not into some slice of pocketed culture, but into yourself. 

4. 

The city falls away and the carriages get shit - all rattle, lack plugs, sacrifice first class, turn all third 
world in a matter of minutes. The sound is deafening. Between the convulsions of unsatisfactory train 
on track and the frankly fearsome veering of our metal cot across bountiful grooves far removed from 
my native grey piddley hillocks, we are rung - we resonate, we are blessed with a spontaneous splitting 
(clunk) of carriages some two hours north of civility, the slow disintegration of modern language into 
some posthumous dead Celtic garble, and a general display of pleasantries such had not been on offer 
since leaving Brighton 1 1 hours earlier. 



Suddenly everything is 

conceivable. I am the Navaho 
riding upon his distant plain, I am 
the irreparable rift in south/east 
relations, I am the closeted 
particle of mass as it bursts into 
existence. The old arrangements 
are bankrupt, the very concept of 
territory coloured by the 
tody hdWRexpected and preposterous 
length of my legs. The past has 
been forcibly thrust into the arms 
of the present - it is all dialogue 
now, the museums and galleries 
-argi j platforms and pedestals and 
cannot contain the historic, now 
iWeSfely a footnote to a faucet of 
the ever instant "now". Meaning 
is no longer taught, but lived - an 
corbicuia (pen™ htffet) Unter between the mind and 

an endless array of seemingly 
unrelated objects, played out in 
public. Objectification in reverse, 
the physical moulded from the 
scraps of experience, scraps 
wrapped in the pluralism that is 
perspective, a concept that is 
given form by our collective (and 
subjective) gaze. Suddenly 
everything is art, embodied by 
virtue of its observation, the artist 
a producer of relationships 
between people and the world they 
inhabit, acted out upon aesthetic 
objects and carefully coloured 
concepts, gesture and form 
forever more utterly entwined. We 
are close then. We are not copying 
or signifying but drawing lines 
between abstract ideas and living 
the conclusions proffered. The old 
connections are uncovered as the 
scribbles of a hack. Everything is 
abstract, and therefore nothing is. 
Everything is collaboration, but it 
is collaboration defined by its 
totality - collaboration between 
art and life that is not just 
everything, but multiple 
everything's - none less complete, 
none less total for the knowledge 
of its position as one of many. It is 
an infinite number of things 
occupying the exact same space at 
the exact same moment. "Art 
was intended to prepare and 
announce a future world: today it 
is modelling possible universes". 



:3ft- \_ ^ - , ....„-, : .. .» - 

The road forks - the right road, lovingly tarmaced and leading to some large and distant 
building that glints in the sun, and the left, hidden by lavender bed, trailing off down into the 
dunes and revealing six or seven yellow buildings hewn into the cliff. Whatever weather may 
have been has worn away their faces, six or seven concrete shells, eyes all set in wood. 
Worn as the barren land on which they stood. 
I feel I should say I could almost imagine the long-gone villagers milling about, picking up their 
groceries and filling their tanks while passing on the gossip, but to be honest I didn't even try. 



24. 

Town was dead so I head out to the hills. On the south eastern tip their stands all of Constancy 
Blooms history in one spot. Left, down by the road, an iron statette of a ship \velded to a 
monolith - down its side the names and initials of the dead of two wars. 

Constancy blooms had the second highest casuality rate in Scotland. Across the road, 

segmented by a long gone style, a path leads up into the mountain where circles of rock 
indicate 7,000 year old dwellings - a plastic sign informs me that they lived twelve to a room, 
and they probably were forced out by rats. _ _ 

J won der how they'd know. „ „.___ — .. ..... — 

Crossing the rocky half-valley born of the mountains tail, and eventually meeting the opposite 
road, I spy, for the first time in hours, life - a distant red rover creeping out of view as if 
ashamed by the beauty it was forced to compete against. 

43. ' 

I do not claim a working knowledge of the geographical peculiarities involved, yet through its 
placement, and solitude, Constancy Blooms sees the full cyclical spectrum of weather usually 
performed over the course of a year in the space of just a few hours - and as such is a haven for 
that meteorological beauty, the rainbow. Sudden bouts of rain and shine are tied together "by""" 
the omnipresent and inexhaustible wind, rainbows of colour and size unseen in normal 
circumstance decorate the road every few hundred metres - arcs of colour crossing cattle-grids 
and lakes and frolicking white ponies as if stolen from some Narnian myth. . . . 

25,— 

A shuttered guesthouse and bar, long abandoned, sits at the side of the road. 
A number of birds had taken to its roof now, an aviatory fringe, a sirenic call - drifting from the 
tarmac I find myself circling its stony face, peering up to its boarded windows and listless, 
swinging sign, scratching with my fingers against the salt-stained windows, aware only of the 
creak of finger rubbing against pane, the light crackle of the gravel behind me, and then, 
turning, I am hit full in the face by the butt of rifle. 



Meaning consists in a reference. In fact, it is made of a totality of refferals: 
from a sign to a thing, from a state of things to a quality, from a subject to 

another subject or to itself, all simultaneously. Sound is also made of 
refferals: it spreads in space, where it resounds while still resounding "in 

me. . . To sound is to vibrate in itself or by itself; it is not only, for the 
sonourous body, to emit a sound, but it is also to stretch out, to carry itself 

and be resolved into vibrations that both return it to itself and place it 
outside itself. . . one can say then, at least, that meaning and sound share the 
space of referral, in which at the same time they refer to each other, and that, 

in a very general way, this space can be defined as the space of a self, a 
subject. A self is nothing other than a form or function of its refferal; a self is 
made of a relationship to self, of a presence to self, which is nothing other 
than a mutual referral between a perceptible individuation and an 

intelligible entity. 




Addendum: Description is the curse of literature, a mere monocle held up to the window of experience - a 
winking pretense that we can offer even the weakest charm, even the wimpiest magic button that may convey, 

.for.an . instance only, a sense of another reality that you, reader, were never, and can never be privy. ~ 

And besides, this is the boring part. The pre-meat, pre-island part, a little filler that may add colour and depth to 
the nuance of my character, but ultimately says nothing - the very worst kind of cultural ob j ec t r — - 
Skip it. Scrap it all. 



7. 

Mendelssohn is singing from the harbour. His voice carries well. We have circumvented Oban altogether and 

are all the better for it, left only with his soft voice and the shadow of the castle on the hill - a remnant of an 

older, less filthy port that lives on only in the minds of tourists as they pass swiftly through. 

8. 

A slow, meandering start, a steady increase of power and meaning, followed by a swift decent into agog. A 
roller-coaster less trivial. Numerous encampments decorate that first stretch, near identical white islands each 
peppered with a handful of houses, fishing boats and the occasional yacht drifting from one to the other, 
neighbour's visiting neighbour's, fishermen visiting fish, a cross-flow of traffic rolling along unmarked 
passages strung like washing lines across the water. But then Mull, and even this bustle pales. The outposts 
thin r the ships all but vanish and are- replaced, momentarily, by a pervasive calm, as if someone had dropped a— 
blanket over the world and everything now is separated from everything else by a wall of wool, murmurs and 
movements muffled and slow, caught between the folds. And it is here that the poet in mc falters. He is cursed - 
by the history that precedes him, void of words that haven't yet turned trite through overuse, ash in mouth. 
Language seeps away. Poetry seeps away. Calm seeps away, slips out through the stitching and is replaced, 
suddenly and cruelly, by a scream of nature. A Proustian yell. An unexplained tautness pulled across the sky, 
across the chest - breath forced from abdomen, catching in throat, everything pulled instantly in and out of 
focusxcolour. dulled by the shadow of some. great unseen craft of heaven hovering above the temple - a shifLsjQu. 
strong that we must flee the outside world altogether, must abandon deck and head downstairs, to the bar, to 
mingle with the rest of them. 

-9r~~- — ; 1 •— — : — — — ^ — - ' — ■ ■ ■ ■ 

This far from civility my comrades are of finer cloth than those of the railway. Gone are the suspicious 
Muslims and sportless louts, in their stead the weathered specimens of cliched, ill-shaven fishermen, an 
abundance of rope, troupes of cyclists bound for the Hebridean stretch, priests, retired wives, a knotted array of 
amateur geologists, zoologist's and their assorted googled spawn. Together we passed on into the nothingness 
that lies between the inner and outer islands, a world of white and spray populated not by boat nor rock nor- 
animal, but by abstractions only; white, blue, cold, harsh, clear - words and not things, too empty a room to 
clutter with certainties or definitives. 



10. 

Islands come and go, we bounce between them. From Barra we stop at Eriskay, then Uist. I share a drink with a 
cuddle of marine Biologists, intent on discovering some previously unknown variety of water fauna. The only 
hairless man, dying, intent on seeing every corner of this rotten earth before he goes. The wife who left at 
dinner time and never came back. On we travel, to Harris, to Lewis. Depart. Down by a half. Lose women, lose 
cyclists. To Nis, refuel, depart, depart. Lose biologists, zoologists, geologists. And then it is up towards the 
Faeroes, that final lonely stretch, and it is only one stop left, and I am alone, almost. A ship in the middle of the 
sea populated by strangers. . .~ 

12. ., .,_ ... _ *^*, r ~~-~- 

The little bar on the Callonary had cleared out, its crowds thinned until only two remained. A conversation then. 
A passing of baton. A trade. My unemployment for his ornithology. My timidity for his brazen mysticism. My 
ignorance for his emblazoned knowledge. Birdman had been here before. 



Good day, 

I am Nikolay Sintsov, personal assistant to Mikhail Khodorkovsky, once rated as the richest 
man in Russia and owner of YUKOS OIL (Russian largest oil company), chairman CEO: 
Menatep SBP Bank (a well reputable financial institution with its branches all over the 
world). I have a profiling amount in an excess of US$40. 5M, which I seek you to 
accommodate for me. You will be rewarded with 40% of the total sum for your partnership. 
Can you handle this? As his personal assistant, I was authorized to transfer money of an 
American oil merchant for his last oil deal with my boss Mikhail Khodorkovsky. The funds 
have since left the shores of America to a European private financial institution where the 
final crediting is to be carried out. While I was on the process, my boss got arrested for his 
involvement in politics by financing the leading and opposing political parties (the Union of 
Right Forces, led by Boris Nemtsov, and Yabloko, a liberal/social democratic party led by 
Gregor Yavlinsky), which posed as a threat to President Vladimir Putin's second Tenure as 
Russian president. Since then, I have placed on hold all transactions concerning this amount. 
All I need from you is to stand as the beneficiary of the above mentioned sum and I will re- 
profile the funds with your data, which will enable the financial firm transfer the sum to you. 
I have decided to use this sum to relocate to the American continent and never to be 
connected to any of Mikhail Khodorkovsky conglomerates, presently I am in London, for a 
hideout, The transaction has to be concluded as soon and as I confirm your readiness to 
proceed with me, I will provide you with details. 




(I was going to draw a score on here but changed my mind). 



WALKING 
IS STILL 
HONEST 



http://vvvvw.mtvxo.uk/artists/against-me/video/laura-jane-grace-could 
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DIMITRIS CHRISTOULAS: 

A SCORE FOR ELEVEN SOUNDS AND OR IMAGES 
ENAX HDAT HOTC XADE XATH 



01010100011010000110010100100000010101000111001101101111011011000110 
00010110101101101111011001110110110001101111011101010010000001100111 
01101111011101100110010101110010011011100110110101100101011011100111 
01000010000001101000011000010111001100100000011000010110111001101110 
01101001011010000110100101101100011000010111010001100101011001000010 
00000110000101101100011011000010000001110100011100100110000101100011 
01100101011100110010000001100110011011110111001000100000011011010111 
10010010000001110011011101010111001001110110011010010111011001100001 

0110110000101100 



01110111011010000110100101100011011010000010000001110111011000010111 
00110010000001100010011000010111001101100101011001000010000001101111 
01101110001000000110000100100000011101100110010101110010011110010010 
00000110010001101001011001110110111001101001011001100110100101100101 
01100100001000000111000001100101011011100111001101101001011011110110 
11100010000001110100011010000110000101110100001000000100100100100000 
01100001011011000110111101101110011001010010000001110000011000010110 
10010110010000100000011001100110111101110010001000000011001100110101 
00100000011110010110010101100001011100100111001100100000011101110110 
10010111010001101000001000000110111001101111001000000110100001100101 
01101100011100000010000001100110011100100110111101101101001000000111 
01000110100001100101001000000111001101110100011000010111010001100101 

00101110 



01000001011011100110010000100000011100110110100101101110011000110110 
01010010000001101101011110010010000001100001011001000111011001100001 
01101110011000110110010101100100001000000110000101100111011001010010 
00000110010001101111011001010111001100100000011011100110111101110100 
00100000011000010110110001101100011011110111011100100000011011010110 
01010010000001100001001000000111011101100001011110010010000001101111 
01100110001000000110010001111001011011100110000101101101011010010110 
00110110000101101100011011000111100100100000011100100110010101100001 
0110001101110100011010010110111001100111 



00101000011000010110110001110100011010000110111101110101011001110110 
10000010000001101001011001100010000001100001001000000110011001100101 
01101100011011000110111101110111001000000100011 101110010011001010110 
01010110101100100000011101110110010101110010011001010010000001110100 
01101111001000000110011101110010011000010110001000100000011000010010 
00000100101101100001011011000110000101110011011010000110111001101001 
01101011011011110111011000101100 



01001001001000000111011101101111011101010110110001100100001000000110 
00100110010100100000011100100110100101100111011010000111010000100000 
0110001001 1001010110100001 10100101 101110011001000010000001 10100001 10 

10010110110100101001 



00101100 



0100100100100000011100110110010101100101001000000110111001101111001 
0000001101111011101000110100001100101011100100010000001110011011011 
1101101100011101010111010001101001011011110110111000100000011101000 
1101000011000010110111000100000011101000110100001101001011100110010 
0000011001000110100101100111011011100110100101100110011010010110010 
1011001000010000001100101011011100110010000100000011101000110111100 
1000000110110101111001001000000110110001101001011001100110010100101 

100 



0111001101101111001000000100100100100000011001000110111101101110111 
0001010000000100110010111010000100000011001100110100101101110011001 
0000100000011011010111100101110011011001010110110001100110001000000 
1100110011010010111001101101000011010010110111001100111001000000111 
0100011010000111001001101111011101010110011101101000001000000110011 
1011000010111001001100010011000010110011101100101001000000110001101 
1000010110111001110011001000000110011001101111011100100010000001101 
1010111100100100000011100110111010101110011011101000110010101101110 
0110000101101110011000110110010100101110 



0100100100100000011000100110010101101100011010010110010101110110011 
0010100100000011101000110100001100001011101000010000001111001011011 
1101110101011011100110011100100000011100000110010101101111011100000 
1101100011001010010000001110111011010010111010001101000001000000110 
1110011011110010000001100110011101010111010001110101011100100110010 

100101100 



0111011101101001011011000110110000100000011011110110111001100101001 
0000001100100011000010111100100100000011101000110000101101011011001 
0100100000011101010111000000100000011000010111001001101101011100110 
0100000011000010110111001100100001000000110100001100001011011100110 
0111001000000111010001101000011001010010000001110100011100100110000 
1011010010111010001101111011100100111001100100000011011110110011000 
1000000111010001101000011010010111001100100000011000110110111101110 
1010110111001110100011100100111100100100000011000010111010000100000 
0101001101111001011011100111010001100001011001110110110101100001001 
0000001110011011100010111010101100001011100100110010100101100 



0110101001110101011100110111010000100000011011000110100101101011011 
0010100100000011101000110100001100101001000000100100101110100011000 
0101101100011010010110000101101110011100110010000001100100011010010 
1100100001000000111010001101111001000000100110101110101011100110111 
0011011011110110110001101001011011100110100100100000011010010110111 
00010000000110001001110010011010000110101 



FATHER... WE ARE ELEVEN MILLION AND OUR NAME IS RE5ITANCE 
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The worst? 

The worst thing is that in one of these banks 
people were still ' working" (you cannot really work 
when 200,000 people are protesting outside your 
door about things that, whether you like it or not, 
have something to do with you). They could 
neither go on strike nor leave earlier, because the 
managers of the bank told them they would lose 
their jobs if they did so. They were literally locked 
inside the bank: they couldn't come out the front 
door because it was locked from the outside, and 
that particular bank had no emergency exit, no fire 
protection. When the first molotov cocktail was 
thrown, they put out the fire. But they didn't 
manage to do the same with the second one, and 
soon the whole building went up in flames. Some 
of the employees managed to save their lives by 
jumping to the nearby roofs, others by going out 
onto a balcony facing the street. But three of them 
didn't have the same luck. Two young women and 
a young man suffocated inside a bank in the centre 
of Athens. That's the unimaginable thing. That we 
- and by "we" I mean the whole 200,000 of us - lost 
three of our own. Instead of liberating them, 
instead of breaking locked doors or bringing down 
the walls between us, we took their lives. This, I 
believe, gives shape to a major contradiction of the 
country in which I live. Here, and more especially 
in this city, we are in some ways capable of being 
tremendously close to each other and at the same 
time purely and irreversibly alone. Now, we have 
to face each other again. We have to reflect on our 
attitudes. We need to make room to communicate, 
to speak to one another. We must re-invent 
dialogue between us and maybe then we can find a 
way of giving alternative (that is, our own) 
meanings to the concepts of "crisis" and "protest." 
At this point only questions come to my mind. 
Questions that have to do with how we can 
overcome this crisis. I feel that this is a chance for 
us to come closer and collectively reclaim our lives. 
Will we remain in limbo, letting others remain in 
control, or will we use our imagination? Are we 
able to come up with new themes for our protests, 
new ways to think for ourselves about our daily 
lives? Does it really have to do only with money? I 
believe our present situation provides a 
kaleidoscopic view of a highly uncertain future. We 
might have raised once again more questions than 
we can answer. 



Totality 
Movement 
Triptych 

from self into the other 
the autonomous heart 
triadic interpritation 
born beyond novelty 
(in god we lol ffs) 

the contemporary curse 
external structures that sign 
the signature of our fathers hand 

a feast that leaves us still hungry by 
virtue of the unavoidable fact of our inate 
pre-moral morality sketched in our predisposition 
for the welfare of the other that is by virtue of 
the reflection of self our very fabric of being 
and so at last we can rejoice for at 
last we have found god as absolute as 
we dreamed and alive on earth in all 
our hearts our autonomous middle 
panel that bloody brims with all 

the truth and honesty and 

passion required to yell out 

from which ever mountain 

top we find ourselves - 

I AM ALIVE AND I AM 
GOD AND I AM LOVE! 



National 
Alpha 
OPAP 
Euro EFG 
Piraeus 
OTE 
Coca-Cola 
PPC 
Cyprus 
Mar fin Popular 
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